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woman, and their two mouths responded to each other because it was
their role and their business to respond.

Jean-Noel and Marie-Ange stared at each other, eye to eye, a little
surprised.

A strange emotion had been born between them. The twittering of
a bird outside seemed unexpectedly important in a silence that was
unreally prolonged.

Was Jean-Noel lucid and in control of his hand when he placed it
gently, so gently on his sister's breast?

After what had happened a few rooms away and but an hour before,
was his body demanding some requital from youth ?

His male fingers followed the curved and supple density of her beau-
tiful breast, and were arrested at the rounded nipple. Marie-Ange had
closed her eyes, and the shadow of her lashes fell across her cheek.

She reopened her eyes and looked at Jean-Noel with an almost im-
perceptible dismay, a questioning that found no answer.

When Jean-Noel's hand began to move down her body, that body
which had been chaste for too many weeks, Marie-Ange closed her eyes
again and a rosy flush of consent spread across her face.

Having learned by bitter experience, she had merely the presence of
mind to murmur: "Be careful, I implore you."

And the incest, to which, without their being aware of it, they had
been destined since childhood, was accomplished; an incest that was a
return to the silence of the womb, that was a sleep and a forgetting.

The flesh is rarely in perfect accord. No man or woman can say with
honesty that they have encountered it often in a whole lifetime. Was it
their fault that they were physically made for each other, and by mis-
chance happened to be brother and sister?

But when, that afternoon, Jean-Noel heard that the order for mobili-
zation had been posted on the walls of the village, he received the news
as a deliverance.

Perhaps the war would let both Marie-Ange and himself forget the
only love for which they were made.

He had no doubt that he would be killed, for at the moment he
desired it. He was determined to apply for some dangerous post, to
play a losing game with death, not from patriotism, not even from a
desire for redemption, but simply out of contempt for life. He felt as if
he were dead before going into battle.
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